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i was confident of it! I will ask no more. I am true to my word. O ! Doctor Masham, you have always been my kind friend, but you have never yet conferred on me a favour like the one you have just bestowed.'
* But it is well,' said the Doctor, ' as you know so much, that you should know more.'
'Yes! yes!'
* As we walk along,' he continued, * we will converse, or at another time; there is no lack of opportunity.'
* No, now, now!' eagerly exclaimed Venetia, * I am quite well.    It was not paiii or illness that overcame me.    Now let us walk, now let us talk of these things.    He lives ? '
*I have little to add,' said Dr. Masham, after a moment's thought; 'but this, however painful, it is necessary for you to know, that your father is unworthy of your mother, utterly; they are separated ; they never can be reunited.'
* Never ?' said Venetia.
* Never/ replied Dr. Masham ; ' and I now warn you ; if, indeed, as I cannot doubt, you love your mother; if her peace of mind and happiness are, as I hesitate not to believe, the principal objects of your life, upon this subject with her be for ever silent.    Seek to penetrate no mysteries, spare all allusions, banish, if possible, the idea of your father from your memory.     Enough, you know he lives.    We know no more.    Your mother labours to forget him; her only consolation for sorrows such as few women ever experienced,  is her  child, yourself,  your  love.     Now be  no niggard with it.    Cling to this unrivalled parent, who has dedicated her life to you.    Soothe her sufferings, endeavour
* to make her share your happiness; but, of this be certain, that if you raise up the name and memory of your father between your mother and yourself, her life will be the forfeit!'
1 His name shall never pass my lips,' said Venetisy; * solemnly I vow it. That his image shall be banished from my heart is too much to ask, and more than it is in my power to grant. But lam my mother's child. I will exist